LETTERS         FROM         LAUSANNE

LETTER XIII
(The same)

Everything goes on well enough. Cecilia
conduces herself with great prudence. The young
man looks at her occasionally with an air that
seems to say: " Was I then in error and am I in
truth indifferent to you? " Each day he grows
more diligent in his efforts to please. We do not
now see anything either of my cousin, the young
minister, nor of his friend the mountaineer. The
young Bernese, feeling himself perhaps too much
eclipsed by his cousin, no longer honours us with
his visits. But his cousin comes to see us very
often and always appears to me very amiable. As to
the other two men I call them my household gods.

I am very glad that you are so pleased with
Cecilia. You consider me extremely indulgent and
you do not know why I am so; in truth neither
do I. There would not have been, it appeared to
me, either justice or prudence in greater serenity.
How should a girl protect herself from an emotion
that she has neither experienced nor imagined? Is
there any law, natural or revealed, human or
divine, which says: " The first time that your
lover kisses your hand you are not to be agitated? "
Should I have threatened her with

" des chaudieres bouillantes
Ou on plonge en jamais les femmes mal-vivantes "?
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